
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world byJSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.istor.org/participate-istor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



MEMORY 
By Ralph Block 

"Forget," you said. 

The clock struck midnight and you laughed. 

I dropped my head 

And went. 

Since then I've always hated chimes. 

On autumn nights sometimes, 
With a lonely wind that sulks along the shore 
And gnaws at ancient branches near my door, 
I hear that last cool echo of your voice. 

"Forget," you said, and I've forgotten. 

You have your place 

Along with every other long forgotten face. 

It's not been hard to raise this stone redoubt 

Of Time to shut you out. 

But the gods charge high to loosen chains. 

Your face is gone — ^your ghost remains. 

Now life is full of ghosts — 

Lost laughter of old friends. 

Old voices, faded long ago; 

The fragrance of old wine 

And roses that you wore 

When you invited me to dine. 

The scent of hedges on old roads we walked 

And dooryards entered hand in hand. 

Some day the banging surf on winter days 

Will make me mad. 

I leave my fire in moods like that 

And plunge into the haze. 

Cold drifting fogs 

We wandered through on ragged shores together. 

With your silent Russian dogs behind us. 

Each year I live that year again! 
Soft drip of rain on April roofs 
In a spring that came too soon. 
The beat of hoofs 
On my gravelled path 
When you rode up before the dawn. 
Gray sweep of swallows 
In the last blurred light 
Of an April night, 

And craggy hilltops where we watched summer dreams 
and planets set ! 

God! And you asked me to forget! 

I sit here quite alone, 

And hear your last cool laughter yet! 



